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against the blue rose a golden cloud, a column of dust,
which never seemed to grow larger, nor yet smaller.
After a quarter of an hour or so it detached itself into
three columns which we saw at last were drawing nearer
and nearer, speeding fast, though slow at the great
distance, across the plain towards us. And I have a
memory of the faces of the watchers turned towards
the golden sun lit up with an unnatural brightness. At
last a little dot appeared at the head of each trail of
golden dust; first a sleek Rolls armoured car, with
its wicked-looking Vickers gun peeping out of its turret,
then two desert tenders. And we ran out on to the
track to meet them, joyfully.

Barkley had taken over Phillips at Ziza, as his pas-
senger had got out there, but he had left Phillips again,
at his own request, to help me, when he took on the
Mail Barkley got, I think, to L.G. P that night.

I remember the scene at dusk. The Roman Fort
four-square and ghostly in the background, "Valkyrie's"
faint yet massive silhouette and the dark mass of the
cars parked together. Before turning in, I looked at
the turret of the armoured Rolls with the faint illumina-
tion inside made by little lights, and heard the click of
the bolt of the gun, as it was put in and the gun trained
ready, pointing out south-eastwards into the darkness.
A Lewis gun was also made ready and laid in the back
of the car. That night I turned in on my little camp
bed by the hull and lay and watched the stars in the
deep blue velvet night A faint cool wind blew across
the desert at intervals and fanned my hair. It became
quite cold. Maitland told me afterwards that a pilot
who had had a forced landing here told him that in the
night he heard strange noises, and was certain that he